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E J emmy Ofegan's Ramble, 
A N E * SONG. | 


«1, * 1 
LAST OE ba, etwas about Chriſtmas time 5 
I ſpeak it in proſe, which is very good rhynie, | 
I fat ftill at random, and ran off by chance . 
In a journey to England, and got ſafe to France. 
b | 


There I met an old women—no falth toes a man, - 

| Who bade me come here, and ſaid go back again; $5 
For if you are taken, I doubt, and am ſure 

You'll be ſent out to ſea, and confin'd cloſe on ſhore 3 


Hatba-boo ! with great joy, Lreply'd in a fight, 
Il I wiſh from my ſoul I was ſheen out of fight, 
Near ſweet Tipperary, my grief and my boaft, 
Shipwreck'd i in a Wagon upon the Welſh coaſt ; 


Where Patty M. Clusky, my joy and conſarn, 
Would houſe me with comfort in daddy's old barn, 
On a good feather-bed of his own wheaten ftraw, 
n 


How, © plete iid Ne boeh over Nd iy 

My dear Jenny Brady, be wed in a week 
And then, by St; Patrick, to keep myſelf pure, 

1'd diſcard both my wives, and bruſh off with a -t. 
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